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Because 
progress  is 

the  law  of  God. 
And  life 
never  ends. 


Mexican  Poverty  and  American  Altruisnl 


Movie  picture  panorama  of 
Poverty-horrid  hovels 
Scrounging  pigs  and 
scrawny-feathered  fowl 
skeletal  dogs  immured  in  desert  dust 
rags  and  rubbish  in  Mexican  mud  of 
excretion,  effluvia 

(the  Narrator's  monotone  misery  .  .  .) 

A  sound  track  erased  leaves  the 
Sybarite  silence  of 
an  Audience  moved 
( Lugubrious.  .  .) 

As  the  mind  of  Opulence 
Omits  child  laughter, 
Song  of  the  Mariaches  and 
flamenco  guitar 

The  creative  impecunious  incentive 
carnal  passions  of 
Fecundity  and  Death 
(Life...) 

And  we  sit  smothered. 
pityingly-Piteous  in  our 
Hifitelevisionradiowealthy  world. 

pamela  Teal 
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Migrant  Mother 


"My  hands  are  gnarled.  I  remember  watching  old  ladies'  hands 
when  I  was  young,  and  they  would  periodically  repulse  and  fascinate 
me.  Later  on  I  used  to  dream  of  the  things  they  must  have  seen,  or 
touched,  or  experienced  in  their  longer  lives,  and  I  used  to  think  of 
old  age  and  its  quiet  solitude:  'When  I  am  old,  I  shall  have  beautiful 
white  hair,  and  wrinkles,  yes,  furrowed,  experienced  wrinkles — espec- 
ially on  my  hands.  I  shall  move  slowly  but  people  will  see  me  and 
think  of  serenity,  knowledge,  peace  .  .  .  When  I'm  an  old  lady,  I'll  de- 
serve that  peace.'  And  now  my  hands  are  the  wrinkled  ones.  And  I  am 
old — at  least  old  enough  to  be  tired.  Of  serenity,  knowledge,  and 
peace  I  as  yet  know  nothing,  and  I  doubt  I  ever  shall,  for  the  langu- 
age spoken  by  such  things  means  nothing  to  me,  as  I  have  never  yet 
had  the  chance  to  learn  it. 

"I  have  heard  people  speak  of  the  past  as  something  beautiful  to 
return  to  with  pleasantly  nostalgic  memories,  and  there  are  those  who 
even  cling  to  the  past  as  something  essential  to  their  existence.  Those 
people  are  alien  to  me.  What  is  my  past  but  something  very  like  a 
river — not  a  wide,  crawling  river  but  a  cold,  rocky  stream  tumbling 
down  a  mountain  side  in  a  hurry  to  meet  with  something  new.  I  run; 
I  am  always  running.  Roots?  What  are  roots?  I  have  come  to  think 
of  them  as  not  only  unneccessary  but  even  dangerous,  because  a  sev- 
ered root  carelessly  torn  up  ends  up  maimed  or  simply  dead.  I  am 
frightened  of  giving  myself  up  to  anything  concrete  and  at  the  same 
time  unfeeling.  And  yet,  perhaps  my  way  of  life  has  be- 
come my  root.  I  try  not  to  think  that  I  am  a  part  of  my  life,  but  that 
my  life  is  a  part  of  me. 

"I  wonder  if  my  children,  who  are  in  essence  also  part  of  me, 
will  continue  to  be  so.  Am  I  a  species,  or  an  individual?  If  a  species, 
then  my  offspring  will  be  like  me,  a  rootless  plant,  destined  to  blow 
from  place  to  place  before  it  is  caught  by  the  earth,  a  plant  which 
quickly  dies  and  at  the  same  time  appears  to  exist  forever.  Yet  if  an 
individual,  my  children  will  be  so  too.  They  may  desperately  need 
some  roots  to  support  and  nourish  them,  and  thus  will  break  apart 
from  me.  It  shouldn't  matter;  I  have  need  of  no  support. 
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"I  cannot  truthfully  say  that  I  am  or  have  been  happy,  but 
neither  can  I  say  that  I  am  unhappy.  Just  as  I  am  drab,  so  has  my  life 
been  colorless.  I  am  beginning  to  despise  the  color  gray.  My  clothes, 
the  land,  my  people,  the  future,  myself  and  my  existence,  are  all 
gray  as  is  everything  I  have  encountered.  And  yet — perhaps  I  am 
simply  colorblind.  Perhaps — " 

One  of  her  ragged  children  whimpered.  She  stopped  her  thinking 
to  turn  to  him,  comforting  him  with  her  wrinkled  hand. 

Margaret  Cheney 
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Into  a  corridor  of  mirrors  that  is  me 

I  have  stumbled  unaware. 

The  mirrors  cast  their  kaleidoscopic  shadows 

Into  the  nether  most  stratum  of  my  mind. 

Now  from  without  this  tortured  mind 

Gome  elongated  specters  of  another  world, 

Turning  all  eternity  into  a  moment's  thought. 

And  I  must  think  and  plan  and  live  as  the  living  do. 

In  the  distance  a  woman,  not  a  girl,  evades  me. 

She  beckons  at  the  shadows  that  are  my  thoughts. 

She  stretches  out  to  me  and  then  is  lost, 

Returning  to  her  domicile  of  mirrors. 

I  stand  looking  at  the  different  reflections  of  myself. 


Marianne  Gerschel 


Little  white  horse. 
Why  are  you  terrified? 
Seek  the  Savior! 

Little  white  horse. 
Why  are  you  lost? 
Follow  the  Path! 

Little  white  horse. 
Why  are  you  hesitating? 
Chase  the  Time! 

For  there  is  nothing  terrifying:. 
Nothing  ean  be  lost. 
Nothing  worthwhile  in  hesitating, 
Muster  up  your  courage! 

Delphine  Ho 


In  this  realm  of  feathers  and  jade. 

This  plateau  of  nectar  and  ambrosia. 

The  rainbow  shaded  sky  looms  above, 

And  a  continuity  of  thought  below. 

The  splendor  and  natural  beauty 

The  overwhelming  joy  of  life  brought  together. 

And  then  his  smile  faded 

And  I  saw  the  filth  and  sorrow  around  me  again. 
Another  tear  slashed  its  burning  way  down  my  cheek. 

Ronnie  Ingraham 
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A  Birthday  Party 


Every  morning,  while  eating  my  hot  oatmeal  at  the  kitchen  table, 
I'd  see  Karen  Ching  walk  past  the  window  with  her  long  black 
braids  thumping  her  back  at  every  step.  Our  back  yard  was  the 
community  short-cut  to  the  old  brown  schoolhouse  next  door.  I'd 
usually  see  all  my  classmates  walk  by  while  I  took  my  time  gathering 
my  schoolbooks.  My  mother  was  a  third  grade  teacher  at  the  Brown 
School  (probably  named  for  the  color  of  the  building)  and  I'd  usually 
leave  when  she  did,  five  minutes  before  classes  started. 

Karen  was  arriving  unusually  early  this  morning  and  I  wondered 
why.  She  had  a  habit  of  getting  to  school  after  everyone  else  did  and 
in  doing  so,  would  avoid  the  humiliation  of  being  left  out  while  all 
the  other  girls  in  the  fourth  grade  class  played  games  and  wasted 
time  together  in  friendly  groups  before  class  began.  Karen  was  new  in 
town,  and  being  new,  was  rather  lonely  and  was  experiencing  the 
solitude  caused  by  a  lack  of  friends.  Her  family  was  Chinese  and  this 
was  something  new  to  the  people  of  Bodine,  Saskatchewan.  As  a  result 
the  members  of  the  Ching  family  were  treated  as  oddities,  as  freaks 
that  didn't  belong. 

I  heard  my  mother  calling  me  to  tell  me  it  was  time  to  leave  for 
school.  I  ran  down  the  back  stairs,  grabbing  my  jacket  on  the  way 
out.  I  stepped  out  the  door  and  greeted  the  cold  wind  of  the  autumn 
days  in  Saskatchewan.  "Ma,  do  you  think  that  there  will  be  a  big 
dust  storm?"  I  asked  as  we  passed  through  the  gate  to  the  courtyard. 
"Don't  be  silly,  child.  It  only  rained  yesterday,  and  what  does  that 
mean?"  "Oh  yeah,"  I  replied,  "the  dust  is  all  hard  and  it  can't  blow, 
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right?"  'That's  right." 

She  left  me  to  go  into  the  third  grade  class  room,  and  I  entered 
the  fourth  grade  room.  As  I  looked  around,  I  saw  that  all  the  girls 
were  standing  in  the  corner  talking  in  low  voices  about  something. 
Every  once  in  a  while  one  would  laugh.  All  the  boys  were  in  the  coat- 
room  playing  marbles  on  the  floor  and  I  noticed  that  Karen  was  the 
only  one  at  her  desk.  The  teacher  had  not  arrived  yet.  "Hey  Beth,  look 
on  your  desk."  I  did  as  instructed  and  found  a  small  white  envelope 
on  the  top.  Opening  it  I  pulled  out  a  pink  card  that  had  printed  on 
it  in  large  white  letters.  BIRTHDAY  PARTY.  Opening  it  there  were 
three  lines: 

Birthday  girl:  Karen  Ching 
Place:  46  Woodstock  Street 
Time:    4:30,  today 

My  friends  beckoned  to  me  to  come  over.  Walking  over  to  the 
corner  I  passed  Karen  who  was  sitting  rather  uncomfortably  at  her 
desk,  playing  with  her  fingernails  which  I  noticed,  were  long  and 
dirty.  "Hey  Beth,"  someone  said  in  a  whisper,  "Isn't  that  funny? 
Dirty  old  Karen  Ching  is  having  a  birthday  party  and  wants  us  all 
to  come!"  "Guess  what  house  46  Woodrow  St.  is!"  someone  else  said, 
"that  old-tumble-down  shack  behind  Smith's  market!"  "Do  you  know 
that  it's  been  said  that  her  father  drinks  all  the  time.  That  would 
be  funny  if  he  was  at  the  party",  fat  Janie  Walker  said  and  laughed 
so  that  her  whole  body  shook  like  an  old  washing  machine.  "You 
know,"  said  Marianne  South,  "my  Mama  told  me  that  the  Chinese 
are  crafty,  and  sneaky  and  you  can  never  tell  what  they'll  do  next. 
She  told  me  to  stay  away  from  the  Ching  family,"  Marianne  laugh- 
ed again,  "You  know  it'd  be  kind  of  exciting  to  go.  Something  like 
a  scary  movie,  eh?"  "I  wouldn't  go  if  you  paid  me,"  said  blond  Ca- 
thy Wilson,  my  best  friend,  "there  are  probably  rats  crawling  all  over 
the  house.  Anyways,  Mama  probably  wouldn't  even  let  me  go."  I 
looked  at  her  in  surprise  for  she  had  often  remarked  that  she  felt 
sorry  for  Karen  and  that  maybe  we  should  try  to  be  nice  to  her.  "Well 
Beth,  are  you  going?"  "I  don't  know,  are  any  of  you?"  "You're  crazy, 
none  of  us  are.  Anyways,  we  don't  even  know  her.  I  think  she's  stupid 
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to  ask  us,  she  never  spoke  to  any  of  us,  except  maybe  to  you"  .Her 
eyes  accused  me  of  an  unforgivable  crime.  I  glanced  over  to  Karen 
who  had  her  back  to  us.  "Well",  I  said,  ''mother  might  make  me 
'cause  she  thinks  we  should  be  nice  to  the  new  kids."  "Well,  then,  I 
think  you're  crazy  if  you  do  go,  Beth  Andrews." 

Mrs.  White  walked  into  the  room  and  the  immediate  reaction 
was  to  rush  to  the  chairs.  She  then  walked  into  the  coatroom  to  break 
up  the  marble  game.  As  Cathy  walked  by  Karen's  desk,  I  heard  her 
say,  "I'm  sorry  Karen,  but  I  have  to  go  to  the  doctor's  today.  Thank- 
you  anyways,"  and  she  took  her  seat  next  to  me  at  the  front  of  the 
class.  The  room  quieted  down  and  Mrs.  White  started  talking  about 
Math. 

Recess  finally  arrived  and  I  rushed  next  door  to  talk  to  my 
mother  about  the  party.  I  told  her  I'd  been  invited.  "Of  course  you 
should  go,  Beth.  For  a  present  you  could  give  her  that  puzzle  of  the 
White  House  you've  never  used."  "But  Mom,"  I  said,  "none  of  my 
friends  are  going.  No  one's  going  and  besides,  I  don't  even  know 
her."  "But  Beth,  why  isn't  anyone  going?"  "Well,  they  all  think  she's 
queer  and  they  don't  want  to  go  to  her  house.  It's  that  it's  in  the  back 
of  the  grocery  store."  "Well  dear,"  said  my  mother,  "I  really  do 
think  you  should  go.  She's  new  in  town  and  she  just  wants  to  make 
friends."  "Do  I  have  to?  Cathy's  not  even  going!"  "Yes,  I  think  you 
better,  Beth." 

I  went  back  to  my  classroom  rather  disappointed.  I  was  hoping 
my  mother  would  agree  with  me  and  see  my  point.  I  never  realized  at 
that  point  what  a  very  bad  point  it  was.  Classes  finally  ended  at  3:00 
and  Karen  rushed  home,  probably  to  prepare  for  the  party.  Cathy 
caught  up  to  me  while  I  was  leaving  school.  "Hey  Beth,"  she  grabbed 
my  arm,  "Ya  wanna  come  down  to  the  drugstore  and  get  an  ice 
cream  cone  today?"  "Cathy  it's  freezing  out!  Absolutely  freezing!" 
"Well  then  we  can  get  some  hot  chocolate!  Come  on,  get  your  money 
and  we'll  go."  "I  can't,  I'm  going  to  Karen's  party."  "You  are!?"  She 
laughed,  "Well  have  fun.  I  hope  her  father's  not  drunk,"  and  she  ran 
off. 
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I  looked  into  my  closet  for  my  party  dress.  I  choose  my  only 
one,  my  pink  one  with  lace.  My  mother  had  gotten  out  the  puzzle 
she'd  mentioned  and  had  put  it  on  my  bed.  I  suppose  I'll  have  to 
wrap  it  too,  I  thought  with  boredom.  I  guessed  it  was  probably  going 
to  be  an  awful  party.  Probably  wouldn't  be  too  bad,  though,  because 
some  of  my  friends  had  to  be  going.  I  hadn't  seen  anyone  else  tell 
Karen  that  they  weren't  coming  except  for  Cathy.  I  looked  at  myself 
and  tried  to  imagine  myself  as  Karen.  I  don't  look  much  like  her,  I 
thought.  I  pulled  my  eyes  out  to  the  side  making  the  slits,  resembl- 
ing Karen's.  I  bet  she  can't  see  very  well,  I  thought,  for  all  I  could 
see  was  a  blurry  face  in  the  mirror.  I  was  glad  I  wasn't  Karen  for 
then  I  wouldn't  have  any  friends.  That  made  me  sad.  She  was  very 
lonely.  Maybe  she'd  like  my  present.  I  finished  dressing  and  went 
downstairs.  My  mother  handed  me  my  coat  and  I  headed  for  town. 

I  walked  to  Woodstock  St.,  for  it  wasn't  far  from  my  home.  I 
reached  the  grocery  store  and  followed  the  driveway  around  to  the 
back.  All  I  saw  was  a  neglected  weather-beaten  building  that  looked 
more  like  a  toolshed  than  a  house.  The  number  on  the  door  said  46, 
so  I  realized  that  it  must  be  the  house.  I  knocked  on  the  door  and  a 
stout,  dark  woman  opened  it.  She  looked  quite  a  lot  like  Karen  with 
the  same  long  dark  hair  and,  of  course,  the  eyes.  She  had  many 
wrinkles  on  her  face  but  the  location  of  them  revealed  that  they  were 
frown  and  worry  wrinkles  which  looked  out  of  place  as  she  smiled 
broadly  at  me,  something  I'd  never  seen  Karen  do. 

"Hello."  she  said.  "You're  early  aren't  you?  Well  we're  glad  to 
have  you.  I  am  Mrs.  Ching  and  you're  Beth  Andrews,  Eh?  Hello 
Beth,  I'll  go  get  Karen."  She  talked  in  a  choppy  nasal  voice  that  I 
had  heard  from  Chinese  actors  on  TV.  This  surprised  me  for  Karen 
talked  like  all  the  other  people  I'd  ever  known. 

When  I  walked  in  I  don't  know  what  I'd  expected;  perhaps  a 
replica  of  one  of  the  Chinese  temples  I'd  seen  in  my  social  studies 
book.  It  was  quite  a  nicely  kept  house,  not  clean,  but  everything  was 
in  it's  place.  Obviously  it  had  been  decorated  for  the  occasion  and 
there  were  balloons  and  used  pink  crepe  paper   hanging  from  the 
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walls.  I  glanced  to  my  right  and  saw  three  card  tables  set  up  in  the 
dining  room.  They  were  pushed  together  to  give  the  illusion  of  a 
long,  elegant  dinner  table  and  covered  with  a  paper  tablecloth 
decorated  along  the  edges  with  roses  and  "Happy  birthday  to  you." 
It  was  set  for  twelve  people  and  there  was  a  big  chocolate  cake  at  the 
head. 

Karen  came  out  and  I  saw  that  her  hair  was  very  clean  and  re- 
flected what  light  there  was  in  the  room.  She  was  smiling  and  over- 
joyed to  see  me.  We  all  sat  down  and  I  was  about  to  give  her  my 
present  when  a  man,  who  was  obviously  Mr.  Ching,  walked  in  the 
room.  Mrs.  Ching's  face  froze  immediately.  He  gave  me  a  wavering 
smile  and  advanced  a  few  steps.  I  held  out  my  hand  and  introduced 
myself.  He  looked  at  it  and  didn't  seem  to  know  what  to  do  with  it. 
Embarrassed,  I  quickly  jammed  my  hand  into  my  pocket.  Silence  fell 
like  lead.  Mr.  Ching  walked  over  to  Karen  and  kissed  her  cheek. 
Whether  the  stench  of  bourbon  on  his  breath  or  his  bristles  from  a  3 
or  4  day  old  beard  offended  her,  I  know  not,  but  she  jerked  away. 
"Papa's  only  giving  you  a  birthday  kiss".  Mrs.  Ching  stared  at  him  in 
horror.  He  looked  right  through  her,  "Goddamn  it,  woman,"  and 
gave  a  disgusted  look  and  disappeared,  coming  back  two  silent 
minutes  later  with  two  dollar  bills  in  his  hand.  "I  need  money  for 
beer,"  he  looked  at  Karen,  "Happy  Birthday  honey."  He  spat  on  the 
floor  and  left  the  house. 

The  three  of  us  stood  silent  for  a  moment  and  Mrs.  Ching  left 
for  the  kitchen.  Karen  and  I  sat  down.  She  hung  her  head  forward 
so  her  hair  fell  on  either  side  of  her  face,  completely  covering  it. 
"That  was  my  father."  A  muffled  laugh  came  through  the  hair. 

Mrs.  Ching  returned  with  some  cookies  on  a  china  plate.  "Now 
tell  me  something  about  Bodine,"  she  said,  "we're  new  here."  Yes,  I 
knew  they  were  new  there  and  I  thought  they'd  always  be  "a  new 
family"  in  Saskatchewan.  We  talked  about  the  Chings  and  we  talked 
about  the  Andrews.  I  asked  the  kind  of  questions  an  uncomfortable 
ten-year-old  asks.  Karen  said  nothing.  Time  passed.  Conversation 
slowed,  the  cookies  grew  stale  and  the  air  became  stiff.  No  one  else 
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had  arrived  and  by  then  I  knew  that  no  one  was  coming.  I  wondered 
if  they  knew.  Mrs.  Ching's  smile  started  to  droop  and  Karen  still 
said  nothing.  I  brought  out  my  forgotten  gift,  which  Karen  opened 
slowly.  She  saw  the  picture  of  the  beautiful  white  house  that  the 
puzzle  formed  and  looked  at  me  saying  "what  a  beautiful  house."  It 
looked  normal  to  me.  Then  I  remembered  the  appearance  of  her  own 
home  and  I  understood.  Mrs.  Ching  mentioned  cookies  and  returned 
to  the  kitchen. 

When  she  left,  Karen  whispered  through  her  hair,  "I  knew  they 
wouldn't  come."  She  knew.  She  really  did  know  and  always  had.  Her 
mother  returned  with  the  cookies.  "Mama  the  party  is  over."  Un- 
comfortable, I  couldn't  find  words  to  say  that  I'd  stay  anyway  but 
instead  found  myself  walking  towards  the  door.  I  thanked  her 
mother  and  she  thanked  me  and  we  all  thanked  each  other.  I  said 
good-bye  to  Karen  and  saw  the  two  wet  lines  running  down  her 
cheeks. 

I  walked  home  in  the  wind  and  wondered  if  there  was  going  to 
be  a  big  dust  storm  today,  then  remembered  that  it  had  just  rained 
yesterday.  I  thought  of  the  long  table  with  the  cake  at  the  end.  A 
table  for  twelve  people.  I'd  forgotten  to  wish  her  a  happy  birthday! 


Beth  Andrews 
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"Once  in  their  youth  the  light  shone  for  them:  they  saw  the  light 
and  followed  the  star,  but  then  came  reason  and  the  mockery  of  the 
world.''    The  Journey  to  the  Kast 
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"That  was  the  last  shudder  of  his  awakening,  the  last  pain  of 
birth.  Immediately  he  moved  on  again  and  began  to  walk  quickly  and 
impatiently,  no  longer  to  his  father,  no  longer  looking  backwards." 
(Siddhartha) 
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"A  wolf  of  the  Steppes  that  has  lost  its  way  and  strayed  into  the 
towns  and  the  life  of  the  herd,  a  more  striking  image  could  not  be 
found  for  his  shy  lonliness,  his  savagery,  his  restlessness,  his  home- 
sickness, his  homelessness/'  Steppenwolf 
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"Your  home  is  the  earth  and  ours  is  the  idea.  Your  danger  is  to 
drown  in  the  world  of  the  senses,  and  ours  it  is  to  suffocate  in  airless 
space.  You  are  an  artist;  I  am  a  thinker:  You  sleep  at  the  mother's 
breast  while  I  lie  awake  in  the  desert.  The  sun  shines  for  me,  for  you 
the  moon  and  the  stars.  Your  dreams  are  of  girls,  mine  of  boys..." 
( Narcissus  and  Goldmund ) 


[20] 


"My  childhood  and  my  mother  showed  in  a  tender  transfigura- 
tion like  a  distant  glimpse  over  mountains  into  the  fathomless  blue." 
i  Steppenwolf 


The  preceeding  quotes  were  taken  from  books  by  Herman 
Hesse. 


[23] 


the  security  of  your  hand 

fills  me  with  courage 
and 

your  words  are  overflowing 

with  reassurance,  but 
a  small  fear  holds  me  back, 
perhaps  it  is  the 

fear  of  encountering  something  strange 
and  unknown, 
the  wild  winds  beckon  me,  and 
the  towering  trees  beg  me 

to  enter, 
your  hand  in  mine 

makes  me  strong, 
i  shall  go  with  you 

and  discover 
we  shall  explore  the  unfathomable  depths 

together 

Sandy  Urie 


[24] 


"I  refuse  to  mingle  in  the  absurdity  of  compromising  my  reality  with 

that  of  others."  "  —  THE  WORD  GAME 

The  shining  disc  above  my  eyes 

Revolves,  and  spinning  taunts 

The  desires  within  me  burning 

For  its  own  satisfaction 

To  see  me  crying 

For  a  touch. 

At  last  it  descends  to  test  my  aims 

And  with  each  turn  it  laughs — 

Does  it  share  my  joy 

I  will  touch  it. 

Reaching  out  my  fingers 

I  am  seared,  cut — crap  the  pain. 

Hold  on  I'm  trying 

Stay  still,  my  hands  are  torn. 

Let  me  alone. 

Please  let  me  alone. 

Samplings  of  courage 

Bark  at  the  low  door. 


[25] 


i  see  across  the  river  a  light, 

what  i  know  not  nor  do  i  much  care 

i  have  no  light  for  guidance  but  what  do  you  care 

for  me  i  shall  come  and  go  nor  you  nor 

anyone  else  much  will  care  to  shed  a  tear. 

just  as  i  shall  mourn  only  silently  for  you  without 

outward  grievance  you  will  never  know  it. 

the  light  across  is  getting  brighter  as  i  see  it 

water  cascading  ripples  through  me  so  much 

pleasure  and  delight  and  ecstasy  that  i  may  enjoy 

without  being  soiled  by  unlove 

and  when  we  all  go  there  will  be  recollections 

running,  so  beautiful,  vague,  but  all  the  lovelier  for 

their  vagueness. 

Don't  throw  me  a  line  of 
Issue,  non-issue,  side-issue 
My  peripheral  vision  sees  only 
Upper  left,  etc.  cornerstones 
Or  else 
Void. 
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Bouldering  shadows  form  within 
Satirical  foundation  nowhere  going 
About  me,  but  me 
You  know  deep  powers 
Of  light. 

Bouldering  shadows  form  within 
And  stay,  nowhere  going 
And  mesh  light  diffused 
Runs  cowardly  to  get  away. 
Bouldering  shadows  settle  within 
Forgotten  until  light 
Forges  through  realms  of 
Sadness, 

And  kills  to  bring  discontent. 
Bouldering  shadows  struggle  within 
And  valiance  is  not  thrifty. 
Victory  for  love. 

it  isn't  what  you  said  dear 
it  isn't  what  you  said 
the  lights  are  fading  while 
we  sit  here  in  a  wreckage  pile 
noting  the  cars  go  by 
the  child  starts  to  cry 

Five  by  three  of  no  more  creed 
Past  time  now 
I  feel  down/sink. 


[27] 


forensic  talents  on  the  basis  of  insight 

valued  certainly  at  a  price  higher  than  blood 

what  if  i  don't  see  it  your  way 

can  my  life  be  worth  that  much 

what  i  see  in  you  down  the  river  pour  me  the  toils 

of  these  years  and  wipe  the  brow 

but  tell  me  sorts  of  poetry  not  to  make 

me  sigh,  what  else  do  you  know 

from  what  i  see  not  much  but  tell  me  again: 

what  and  how  do  you  feel  or  do  you 

pray  tell  dear  sir  where  your  talents  lie 

no  not  the  forensic  ones 

something  with  a  light  touch  of  humor 

gravitating  toward  the  center  of  something  i  feel 

is  there  but  am  not  quite  sure  of 

so  old  boy  we  meet  again 

show  me  your  emptiness  baby  isn't  it 

what  we  all  live  on  anyway. 


[28] 


saw  you  all  again  in  a  dream:    thank  God  it  was  dark. 
Nausea  pervades  in  feelings  of  silence 
Silent  sufferings,  silent  wanderings 

The  wails  of  child-like  helpless/ness 

And  loss  of  faith. 

And  knowledge 
Strikes  contentment  is  undone 

 invisible 

shapeless/ness. 

Life  of  one  is  sad  naus/ea  throughinout 

Feelings  of  silence  are  perfect 

Perfection  without  having  been 
given  the  chance  of  a  flaw 
For  the  mistake  was  never  there. 
Unfair,  I  thought/think,  was  it  not? 
Serenely-like  (  image)  meditation  brought  it  on 
the  knowledge  I  speak  of 
was  free  of 
am  slave  of. 


i  was  told  there  were  things 

about  ( around-throughinout)  which  i  should  not 
KNOW  (knowledge-knowing-ALL-KNOVVING  I 
until  later 

and  maybe  not  even  then. 


[29] 


so  i  sat  on  the  hill 

high  up  crying  shadow  moving  on 

beneath  me  it  was  all 

wow  and  gee  and  oh  my 

goings  on  around  what 

what 

what  did  you  say? 

i  can't  f  couldn't-shouldn't-maybe) 

understand  what  you  are  saying 
for  they  ( those-them-whoever 

never  told  me 

about 
it 

for  "later" 

the  closer  it  got 

the  farther  it  got 

and  i  never  was  told 

and  i  never  knew 

and  i  never  saw 

and  i  never  understand 

until  you  came  with 

patience  Softly,  now,  until  i  catch  up 

and  comprehension  of  a  child's  mind. 


[30] 


Vigil  Constant 

the  church  street  filled 

(i  noticed  that,  but  didn't  have  time  to  worship) 

with  little  pious  reeking  of  sin 

forever  wondering  what  went  wrong 

after  all,  they  had  tried. 

and  inside  the  church 

(i  noticed  that,  but  could  not  worship) 

they  sat  crawled  cried  puked 

the  love  they  had  for  themselves 

and  laid  it  at  their  neighbor's  feet. 

what  had  they  done,  what  had  they  done, 

they  asked  burdening  croaking 

leaking  their  guilt  onto  and  into 

their  neighbor's  skin. 

and  the  man  offered  a  prayer 

unto  that  force  which  he 

had  already  lost  thrown  away 

ordered  to  leave. 

and  they  filed  out  of  the  church 

and  laughed  joked  about 

the  fear  they  had  previously  cringed  for 

they  think  they  fool 

and  next  week  they  return,  laden 

once  again  with  pious  dread  of  themselves. 

and  the  man  offered  a  prayer 

unto  that  force  which 

had  given  him  a  second  chance  for  as  many  days  as  he  had  lived. 

As  for  me,  at  least,  I  hope  that  my  confusion  will  never  straighten 
out,  for  I  am  sure  that  the  day  it  does  I  will  only  know  too  much. 

Gali  Hagel 


[31] 


One;  white,  unharmed,  innocent. 

One;  black,  scarred,  dying. 

One;  brown,  stable,  ruling. 

Three:  together,  conflict,  indecision 

Which  one  will  go? 

The  brown  is  the  focal  point. 

White  or  black  on  one  side. 

The  white;  new  inexperienced,  protected. 

The  black:  much  feeling,  much  despair. 

Should  the  white  be  shown  life 

Or  should  the  white  be  shown  Life 

Or  should  the  black  be  scarred  again? 


[33] 


A  Tragicomedy  in  One  Act 


Hemmed-inway:  a  boy 
Jane:  a  girl 
Old  Man 
The  steps  of  the  New  York  Library. 
Early  morning.  The  sun  has  risen. 

Scene  1 

Hemmed-inway  is  mounted  on  the  lion  on  the  right  as  you  ap- 
proach the  steps  of  the  library.  From  time  to  time  he  posts,  then  get- 
ting tired,  changes  the  position  of  his  hands,  pulls  the  non-existent 
reins  and  hums  snatches  of  "High  Ho  Silver"  and  "She's  Got  a  Tic- 
ket to  Ride." 

Light  footsteps  are  heard.  They  grow  louder  and  louder.  As  they 
approach  Hem  brandishes  an  imaginary  sword  and  thrashes  it  madly 
around  in  circles.  He  is  so  involved  that  he  does  not  see  Jane  standing 
beside  his  fiery  steed.  After  noticing  the  sound  of  footsteps  has  died, 
Hem  sees  the  girl,  who  appears  to  be  about  17,  or  approximately  his 
age. 

HEM:    Don't  come  too  close. 

[  She  continues  to  approach  him  staring  blankly  ahead.] 
HEM:    I  warn  you. 

[She  still  approaches.] 
HEM:  I  say,  are  you  deaf?  If  you  come  any  closer  I'll.  .  . 

[The  girl  trips  over  a  step  and  suddenly  realizes  she  is  not  alone. 

Panic  seizes  her  face.] 
HEM:    You're  crying 

[His  voice  still  harsh  and  condemning.  Jane  nods.] 


[34] 


HEM:    It  makes  me  awkward. 

[Jane  sniffs  and  stops  crying.] 

HEM:    Don't  think  you'll  get  any  mush  out  of  me. 
[Jane  shakes  her  head.] 

HEM:  I  know  the  old  sad-eyed-puppy-dog-give-me-yOur-paw  trick. 
You  can't  con  me.  I  feel  exploited  when  a  girl  comes  to  me  cry- 
ing. 

JANE:    Man-ipulated ?  But  doesn't  it  make  you  feel  manly? 
HEM:    Why  did  you  come  here?  What  do  you  want? 
JANE:    I've  never  been  here  before. 
HEM:    A  likely  excuse. 
JANE:  Committment. 
HEM:  What? 
JANE:  Committment. 
HEM:    ME?  You  want  me? 

[He  turns  side  saddle  on  the  lion.] 
JANE:    No  playing  games  this  time.  We'll  start  off  cool.  Knowing 

where  we  stand. 
HEM:    Sit  down. 
JANE:    I'd  have  to  look  up. 

[Hem  stares  haughily  at  Jane.  She  starts  to  grab  the  lion  to  help 

keep  her  balance  while  trying  to  sit  down  in  a  somewhat  ladylike 

Position.  Hem  jerks  her  hand  away  and  shouts.] 
HEM:    You  BITCH.  You  almost  touched  my  lion.  Keep  your  nose 

off  my  lion.  You  hear? 

[Getting  violently  distressed  and  moaning  in  a  childlike  whim- 
per.]    It's  my  lion — you  can't  touch  my  lion.  Can't  touch  it.  .  . 
Can't  .  .  .[Jane  turns  and  begins  to  leave.] 
HEM:     (regaining  his  cool)  Hey,  wait.  Don't  go.  You  can't  just 
leave.  How  gauche. 


[35] 


JANE:    How  derriere. 
HEM:    I  need  you. 

[Jane  is  debating  to  herself.  She  paces  the  steps,  is  about  to  go, 

but  turns  back.  By  the  end  of  the  soliloquy  she  has  sat  down  be- 
side Hem  and  his  Hon.] 
JANE:    Bridle  impulse,  inside  choke 

Throttle  reason,  bite,  evoke 

Ego  playing  games  with  id 

Protect,  defend  are  winning  bid. 

But  not  to  try  for  fear  of  pain, 

To  close  the  door  on  all  to  gain — 

NO!  Be  like  a  rubber  band 

Puppet,  putty  in  his  hand 

Cycle  of  resist/unwind 

Nose  to  ear  get  in  the  mind. 

Spit  up  words  but  soak  in  seems 

Quest  for  his  unspoken  dreams 

Challenge  I  set  you  to  blame. 

Come  I  lions  for  to  tame. 

[Hem  whispers  into  the  lion's  ear  with  an  expression  of  sheer 
devotion  on  his  face.  Then  he  dismounts,  yet  remains  on  a  high- 
er step  from  Jane.  He  is  still  clutching  the  non-existent  reins.] 

HEM:    Look,  I've  come  down. 

JANE:    You  still  reign  (looking  at  his  hands) . 

HEM:    But  I  have  to  give  to  make  it  work. 

JANE:    But  I'm  still  uncertain.  So  I  have  to  keep  my  cool. 

HEM  (touching  her):    Your  neck  is  warm. 

JANE:    It's  only  body —  it  can  afford  to  be  warm. 

HEM:    And — the  tragic  flaw — a  conflict  between  body  and  mind. 
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JANE:  Not  if  you  build  walls.  You  cage  your  feelings  in.  The  walls 
break  and  then  you  build  them  up  again  and  again  they  break 
and  again  you  build  them  up — Like  on  the  quaker  oats  box. 
There  is  a  man  holding  the  box  on  the  box  and  on  the  box  the 
man  is  holding  is  another  box  with  a  man  holding  a  box  with  a 
man  holding  a  box  on  it.  "Like  shrinking  reality  itself." 

HEM:  I  don't  feel.  I  don't  react  to  anything  except  heat  and  cold 
It's  been  like  this  for  as  long  as  I  can  remember. 

JANE:    You're  shivering. 
[She  touches  his  hair.] 
But  I've  touched  you. 
[She  reaches  for  the  lion.] 

HEM:    No — the  walls  are  too  high.  Turn  off  your  eyes. 

JANE  (about  to  cry):    You  really  mind,  yes. 

HEM:    My  mind  is  mine. 

JANE:    In  your  mind's  eye. 

HEM:    The  walls  are  steel. 

JANE:  The  eye  is  revealing  like  an  X-Ray.  It  senses  feeling.  It 
cries,  showing  pain. 

HEM  (angry):    Turn  off  your  eyes. 

JANE:    I'm  blind,   (frantically)  I  can't  see — I — I.  .  . 

[The  lights  fade.  It  is  pitch  black.  The  lights  flash  on  immedia- 
tely. An  old  man,  rattling  keys,  emerges  from  the  left.  He  ap- 
pears to  be  talking  to  himself.] 

OLD  MAN:  Damn — you  ole  rascal  you.  One  key  is  like  all  the  rest 
to  you. 

[He  tries  the  keys  in  the  door.] 
This  door  doesn't  think  so  though. 
[He  sees  Hem  and  Jane.] 


[38] 


OLD  MAN:    So  I'm  a  clown  huh — a  real  comedian.  Well,  you  just 

won't  get  in  then. 
JANE:    He  can't. 
OLD  MAN:    Why  not? 

JANE:    Some  doors  will  never  open.  Barred  by  unconscious  rust. 

Locked  by  impenetrable  fear.  Something  dead  inside  the  head. 
OLD  MAN:    What  about  you  ? 

JANE:    I  never  use  a  key.  Break  it.  Through  windows,  crevices,  the 

tiniest  orifice.  But  I  haven't  been  successful  lately. 
OLD  MAN:    That's  a  violation. 

JANE:  But  someone  must  get  inside.  If  nothing  gets  in,  nothing 
gets  out. 

OLD  MAN:    You're  pushy.  You  must  go  slowly.  It's  still  a  crime. 

JANE:    He  must  join  us  and  do  and  see. 

OLD  MAN:    What  makes  you  think  you're  not  too  late? 

JANE:    Time  is  a  drag  . 

OLD  MAN:  You  must  be  honest.  There  are  two  sides  to  the  tri- 
angle. You're  a  poso.  But  the  sand  off  Diamond  Head  is  black. 
You've  enlighted  the  blind  with  just  what  you  want  to,  or  do, 
see. 

JANE:    To  see  or  not  to  see,  that  is  the.  .  . 

OLD  MAN  (interrupting):  Our's  is  not  to  question  why.  If  the 
door  won't  give,  Forget,  forgive. 

[Hem,  apparently  bored  with  sitting  and  sulking,  rises  and 
mounts  the  lion,  cruelly  kicking  the  animal's  sides  and  striking 
its  mane  with  the  non-existent  reins.  The  old  man  seems  dis- 
turbed.] 

OLD  MAN:    Uh  —  son,  you  might  fall  off. 
HEM:    Perhaps  my  stirrups  are  too  long. 

OLD  MAN:    That  doesn't  make  any  difference.  Not  in  the  long  run. 
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HEM:    How  so0 

OLD  MAN:    There's  no  way,  someday — 
You'll  fall— that's  all. 
You'll  feel  it  fast. 
You'll  break  your  ass. 
You'll  be  used. 
Hit  with  lead 
You'll  be  bruised. 
You'll  feel  your  head. 
You'll  feel  you're  dead — 
And  you'll  see  stars 
And  you  will  reach 
And  they  will  slip 
Between  your  teeth. 

[Hem  gets  off  the  lion  and  shakes  it.  It  does  not  move.] 
HEM:    Sturdy.  MY  lion.  All  else  like  a  merry-go-round.  A  sot-fool- 
drunkard-round-go.  .  .(pause)  merry-NO!.  .  .NO!.  .  .NO! 
OLD  MAN:    No  island  is  a  man. 

[Hem  is  suddenly  furious,  leaps  from  lion  and  attacks  the  old 
man  who  flees  stage  right.  Then  the  lights  fade.] 
Scene  II 

The  two  are  sitting  on  the  steps.  Hem  has  one  arm  around  Jane 
and  one  around  the  lion's  leg.  From  time  to  time  Hem  and  Jane 

kiss,    fondle    hands,    running    fingers    through    respective  heads. 

They  are  silent  for  a  short  while. 

HEM  (in  fake  Brooklyn  accent):    How  romantic! 

JANE:    Oh  you  blew  it.  You  really  blew  it. 

[They  giggle.  Then  retain  same  position  as  before  the  interrup- 
tion. Silence.  Then  Hem  begins  to  sing.] 
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JANE:    I  can't  carry  a  tune. 
HEM:    What  instrument  are  you? 
JANE:    A  morocca.  Won't  break 

When  you  shake. 

— Just  quake. 
HEM:    I'm  a  drum. 
JANE:    What  fruit  are  you? 
HEM:    A  lemon. 

JANE:     (squeezing  his  hand) :    And  I? 
HEM:    An  orange.  I'm  blue.  You're  orange. 
JANE:    You  make  funny  noises. 
HEM:    I  know. 

[He  then  procedes  to  make  froggy  sounds  and  gutteral  noises. 

Then  deep  lubs  and  dubs.] 
JANE:    You're  a  cello. 
JANE:    You're  telling  me  what  I  am? 
JANE  (confused):     I  don't  see. 
HEM:  NO! 

[Hem  sings  again.] 
HEM:    Look  at  me.  My  face. 
JANE  (squinches  up  her  eyes) :    I  can't. 
HEM:    You're  afraid? 
JANE:    I'm  afraid  of  the  dark. 

HEM:    We  lose  our  voices.  And  our  minds  say  nothing.  ..( Pause) 

But  you're  strong. 
JANE:    I  had  a  fifty-fifty  chance. 

[Jane  turns  to  go  again.] 
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HEM:    Wait — In  the  Commons  we'll  fly  kites. 

Walk  our  sorrows,  fly  our  right. 

We'll  eat  eggrolls  at  Hong-Kong's 

Fly  our  joy,  walk  our  wrong. 

We'll  see  guns  at  the  zo-oh 

At  Mac's  think  Cokes  are  oozo.  .  . 
(AXE:    But  our  eyes.  We  can't  ignore  that.  .  .It  won't  do.  .  .When  I 

was  three  my  left  one  was  operated  on. 
HEM:    You're  my  happy  puppy 

[Jane  cries.] 
HEM:    To  cry,  to  sigh,  to  lie — oh  my. 

Defy,  defy,  oh  why,  defy 

To  cry  is  to  imply  to  die 

To  live  to  sneer,  so  reply  I. 

To  cry  is  to  imply  to  die 

To  live  to  sneer,  so  reply  I. 
JANE:    "We  cross  our  bridges  when  we  come  to  them  and  burn 

them  behind  us,  with  nothing  to  show  for  our  progress  except 

a  memory  of  the  smell  of  smoke  and  a  presumption  that  our 

eyes  watered.*' 

[She  dries  her  eyes  on  her  sleeve.] 
HEM:    Do  you  feel  better? 
JANE:    I  feel  slinky 

I  feel  slurpy 

I  feel  sloppy 
HEM:    What?  (shocked) 

JANE:    No,  no,  c'mon.  Not  a  who.  what,  when,  where,  how,  or  why. 
HEM:    What  does  that  leave? 
JANE:    No.  no  —  You  can't  use  that. 
HEM:  Now  who's  playing  games0 
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JANE:    Can't  use  that  either. 

HEM:    You  want  to  be  intellectually  raped. 

JANE:    You  didn't  try  "if."  If  you'd  begun  with  "If"  you  could  have 
asked  anything.  But  then  I  suppose  you  don't  suppose.  Do  you 
suppose  ? 

[She  laughs.  Hem  gets  angry  and  roars,  seemingly  like  a  lion.  He 
scares  Jane  to  the  other  side  of  the  steps.  Hem  assumes  a  yoga 
position  near  the  lion.  He  meditates  and  begins  whispering: 
HEM:  "I  am  smaller  than  the  smallest  atom-likewise  greater  than 
the  greatest.  I  am  the  being  of  gold.  I  am  that  state  of  divine 
beatitude.  I  am  the  strange-multicolored  universe." 
[Frantically  he  dances  around  and  yelps.] 

I  must  believe — Hold  tight  baby — Hold — I  am.  .  .1  am.  .  .1  think 
therefore  I  am. 

[He  runs  and  buries  his  head  in  the  lion's  mane.  Then  rises.] 
HEM:    Now  I  sit  me  up  to  lay 

I  sing  my  sob,  I  curse  my  pray. 
Twould  brillig  be  to  dine  on  meat. 
I  hold  spaghetti  with  my  feet. 
And  nibble  at  the  we's  and  they's 
Snoring  dreams  and  sifting  days. 
Not  sugar,  my  dilution — SWEETA 
OH  lost!  'Neath  pages  of  the  Gita. 
Pace  is  slow,  truth  blemished  real 
And  thus  to  feel  is  to  conceal. 

[Hem  stands  on  the  lion,  beats  his  chest  like  Tarzan,  utters  a 
gutteral  animal  warcry,  and  then  screams  at  the  top  of  his 
lungs:]  I  AM  NOT  VULNERABLE! 

Nancy  Steele 
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Hellcats 

Dark  bronze  bodies 
Twisting  and  pulling. 
Torn  rags 
Sliding  and  ripping. 
Dragging  claws 
Hot  streaked  blood 
Smeared  over  caked  brown 
Shrieks  and  screams 
Gasps  and  sobs 
Pissing,  spitting, 
Long  fingers  searching, 
Crushing  a  narrow  throat. 
Choked  breath  fighting, 
Jerking,  writhing  limbs, 
Weak  hands 
Feebly  clenching 
Long  twisted  black  hair. 
Bloated  red  eyes  jerk 
A  dust  caked  mouth 
Opens  gagging. 
Death  comes. 


Betsy  Gifford 
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The  First  Night 

Some  night 

When  the  air  is  cold 

And  the  lights  of  the  shrine 

Cast  shadows  on  the  friends 

Who  walk  arm  in  arm 

Through  the  narrow  paths 

Of  the  monastery 

You  may  feel  the  closeness 

Of  the  people  around  you 

But  the  night-time  ends  too  soon 

The  sunrise  brings  reality 

The  love  of  an  evening's  friendship 

Vanishes  with  the  dawn 

And  alone  again  you  awake 

The  air  is  warm 

There  is  a  glowing  from  the  past 

But  an  emptiness  in  the  future 

Surrender  to  the  warmth 

And  melt  in  the  heat  of  your  memories. 

The  Last  Night 

The  summer  gypsy  makes  sounds  of  happiness 
But  below  there  is  a  reality  that  hurts. 
You  know 

You've  heard  the  summer  gypsy  talk  of  her  journeys 
Through  the  wilderness  of  love 

and  hate 

and  desire 

You've  listened  to  it  all  and  accepted  the  word 

But  to  live  it  yourself  is  a  nightmare 

Don't  play  the  part 

The  hurt  is  too  deep 

The  fear  is  too  strong 

The  love  is  too  lonely 

Keep  listening  to  the  summer  gypsy 

She'll  weave  you  into  her  web  of  fools 

And  devour  you  with  the  rest  of  them. 

Janet  Cohen 
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Leaves 


An  eternity  ago,  the  whole  world  was  a  playground  and  I  swung 
alone  on  Mother's  apron  strings.  Then  eventually  becoming  braver, 
I  extended  an  invitation  to  another;  I  called  her  my  friend  because 
she  liked  to  gather  leaves  too,  and  didn't  mind  admitting  that  she  was 
afraid  of  the  dark. 

Thus,  when  this  world  and  I  were  young  Beth  was  very  much  a 
part  of  me.  Perhaps  her  company  was  as  much  taken  for  granted.  At 
least  that's  what  Mother  used  to  declare  to  Dad  when  she  didn't  think 
I  was  listening.  A  lifetime  were  those  six  years  of  long,  sleepy  days, 
each  of  which,  as  far  as  I  was  concerned,  hadn't  begun  until  I  could 
hear  Beth's  oxfords  on  the  wide  brick  steps  under  our  screen  door. 
Pressing  her  small  nose  flat  against  the  screen,  she  would  simply  grin 
a  greeting,  her  coal  black  eyes  like  two  chasms  behind  the  tiny  squares. 

It  seemed  that  Beth  spoke  only  when  there  was  no  other  way  to 
express  her  feelings.  I  remember  the  many  times  she  had  silently 
watched  me  make  lunch.  Self-centerd  youth  provoked  me  to  share 
only  when  asked,  yet  I  would  watch  Beth's  eyes  as  I  artfully  spread 
peanut-butter  on  both  sides  of  a  piece  of  bread  and  sensed  when  I 
should  make  another.  Beth  would  rest  her  chin  in  her  hands  and  her 
black  eyes  would  evenly  follow  the  laden  knife  from  jar  to  bread  and 
back  again.  If,  however  Mother  interrupted  our  silence  with  "I'm 
sure  Beth  would  like  one  too,  Jody,"  Beth  immediately  shook  her  head 
so  that  her  black  hair  rippled  around  her  shoulders  and  she  would 
look  downward  and  trace  the  checker  pattern  of  the  tablecloth  with 
her  thumb. 
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One  afternoon,  after  hours  ol  gathering  fallen  leaves,  as  we  sat 
treasures  spread  around  us.  I  watched  my  silent  companion  deliber- 
ately taking  each  colorful  leaf  and  pushing  her  thumb  through  it. 
After  working  so  long  at  gathering  them,  I  demanded  incredulously, 
"What  are  you  wrecking  them  for?" 

'Tor  being  beautiful.  .  The  sun  revealed  itself  from  behind  a 
cloud  and  she  squinted.  ''Because  they're  happy  and  beautiful  with- 
out even  trying  to  be.'"  Beth  was  ten  then,  and  a  breath  of  wind  cir- 
cled us  and  the  injured  leaves  danced  away  beyond  recovery. 

I  thought  my  world  would  crumble  when,  two  years  later,  Beth 
tearfully  told  me  she  would  "someday  leave  and  live  at  a  school  far 
away."  But  friendship  becomes  deeper  and  more  meaningful  because 
of  the  small  amount  of  sacrifices  involved.  And  when  one  is  young 
the  future  is  pushed  aside  because  the  present  is  still  such  a  novelty. 
We  dried  our  tears  and  pretended  things  would  always  be  the  same. 

Damn.  The  word  reverberated  in  the  air  around  me,  as  Beth 
tried  to  salvage  "MacBeth"  from  the  muddy  depths  of  a  large 
spring  puddle.  Damn,  damn,  damn — Beth  don't.  .  .  "Tomorrow  and 
tomorrow  and  tomorrow  creeps  in  this  pretty  place" — she  laughed 
loudly  at  her  own  words.  I  sensed  she  hadn't  meant  to  say  them.  A 
side-long  glance  at  me  told  her  I  wasn't  appreciating  her  cause  for 
mirth.  She  held  the  dripping  paperback  at  arm's  length  and  dropped 
it  back  into  the  muddy  water.  Large  drops  splashed  onto  her  sneak- 
ers, and  Beth  hastily  rubbed  them  off-  "Out  damned  spot!  Out  I 
say!" 

'Let's  go,  Lady  MacBeth,"  I  took  firm  hold  of  her  hair  and  was 
puzzled  then  that  she  smiled  as  if  I  were  applauding  her. 

Our  loafers  clattered  noisily  across  the  marble  floor,  past  stern 
portraits  and  useless  polished  furniture.  Beth  raced  half-way  up  the 
wide  staircase  and  leaned  over  the  banister.  "Parting  isn't  such  sweet 
sorrow!"  She  spread  her  arms  and  kicked  the  next  step.  ''I'm  not 
sorry  to  leave  this — "  I  thought  she  had  wanted  to  say  something 
more  but  she  quickly  climbed  the  remaining  steps  bv  two's  and  I  fol- 
lowed. 
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Later,  Beth  sped  away  in  a  black  Continental,  and  with  her,  the 
words,  "'Goodbye.  You  were  my  best  audience," 

"Dear  Jody,  I  hitch-hiked  from  Newton  to  Harvard  Square 
Saturday  night  with  Lee  Shanley  and  then  went  to  a  party  with  him 
down  a  grungy  alley.  Lee's  group  of  friends  are  mostly  off  drugs  and 
just  drink,  so  for  me  the  party  was  pretty  bad.  After,  we  roared 
though  the  Square  in  somebody's  volkswagon,  completely  hysterical 
and  probably  drunk  and  hoping  we  wouldn't  get  stopped.  So,  I  spent 
the  night  at  Lee's  with  some  other  kids  I  never  knew.  Lee  and  I  have 
a  beautiful  physical  relationship,  but  otherwise  it  stinks.  He's  a  bas- 
tard really.  I  probably  won't  be  seeing  him  again,  but  in  a  way  it  was 
awfully  beautiful — really  nice. 

"Chris,  my  roommate,  and  I  just  talk  ourselves  inside  out  and  get 
so  stoned  on  it.  Saturday  night  I  must  have  been  drunk,  but  at  one 
point  Chris  and  I  were  talking  and  I  felt  as  if  I'd  gone  way  beyond 
being  stoned  and  that  my  mind  was  going  to  split  and  run  away  with 
me.  I  feel  really  estranged  from  you  to  write.  I'm  sorry  about  this — 
letter.  You  probably  won't  understand  but  what  the  hell.  Communi- 
cation breakdown — Lady  MacB." 

I  was  glad  that  she  hadn't  signed  her  own  name  to  the  letter. 

"Cheers,  Jody!  Isn't  life  a  beautiful  happening?!  But  how  can 
you  sit  and  stagnate  in  this  hole  of  a  town?  I  really  realize  what  it  is 
now.  But  I  suppose  you  keep  it  running.  But  you  know,  I'd  like  to  be 
able  to  take  sanctuary  here  sometimes  —  to  'get  away  from  it  all'.  It's 
peaceful,  but  naive — " 

I  noticed  Beth's  eyes  were  dull  and  expressionless. 

Beth  wrote  again,  only  in  the  spring. 

".  .  .It's  taken  me  almost  a  week  to  recuperate  from  a  party  last 
weekend.  They  seem  to  think  I'm  recovering  from  a  nervous  break- 
down. I  expect  bars  on  my  window  any  day.  It  really  annoys  me. 
Maybe  I'll  run  around  and  scream  for  a  while  to  shake  them  up,  but 
then  I'd  have  bars  for  sure.  .  .  Consented  to  take  a  lead  in  a  produc- 
tion of  "MacBeth"  of  all  the  damned  .  .  .  Consider  this  an  invite.  Peace 
— B." 
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The  audience,  the  noise,  the  hall,  all  had  disappeared  around 
me,  replaced  by  huge  walls  of  cold  grey  stone.  A  solitary  figure  stood, 
face  skyward,  arms  imploring — "Come,  you  spirits.  .  .Make  thick 
my  blood!  Stop  up  th'acess  and  passage  to  remorse.  .  ."  The  air  grew 
damp  and  very  cold.  I  shivered,  believing  my  blood  to  be  frozen. 

"The  trouble  with  Beth  Hazard  is  that  she's  so  good,  you're  not 
sure  if  she's  acting  or  not.  .  ." 

"She  must  truly  believe  in  what  she's  saying  to  put  her  whole 
being  into  each  hideous  line  like  that.  .  ."  Two  heads  in  the  next  row 
nodded  simultaneously. 

At  the  end  of  the  final  act,  I  pushed  through  the  surging  crowds 
and  somehow  found  Beth  backstage,  amidst  a  tight  cluster  of  girls. 

"I've  got  to  escape  and  call  Lee.  We've  been  planning  tonight  for 
weeks.  God,  I  thought  I'd  fall  asleep  between  my  lines.  Foul  is  fair — 
what  else  is  nouveau.  .  .  Someone  zip  me  up?.  .  ." 

I  turned,  not  disappointedly,  and  congratulated  one  of  the 
witches. 

The  auditorium  door  clicked  quietly  but  firmly  behind  me.  The 
blackness  stretched  before  me,  cut  by  a  shaft  of  yellow  light  on  the 
pavement.  The  branch  of  a  young  tree  hung  over  the  cement;  I 
reached  to  pluck  off  a  dying  leaf,  but  let  my  arm  fall,  and  turned 
away. 


Gay  Armsden 
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